farther and seen more than I expected, but the Rhine, greeting
me with a surprised look, by its lack of interest in my experiences
reduced my ideas to proper proportions. 'Gad about and gad
about, little man9, it said, 'but I go on for ever. Your gaddings
about and your opinions and your politicians are all less
important than you imagine.'

Next morning I looked down at the cross-Channel steamer
ploughing through grey, white-flecked waves. The white
cliffs and green fields of England came in sight. From the air
I loved them. The amorphous, meaningless mass of London,
Croydon, a maze-like drive through interminable suburbs, a
taxi, White's. A great shining mahogany table laden with
joints and tongues and pies ajid salads and cheeses. A cold
collation on the heroic scale. Champagne and ale in a silver
tankard.

Remote seemed Moscow with its drab and silent crowds,
Berlin with its eternal parades, Warsaw with its caftaned Jews,
Prague with the sun shining on the Moldau. There people
lived next door to the realities. Here people lived for whom
Hitler and Stalin and Germany and Russia were just irritating
names that carried a threat that one day you might be disturbed
in the enjoyment of your quiet daily stroll along Piccadilly arid
down St. James's Street to your club.

Champagne and ale in a silver tankard. I shall never forget
that meal.
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